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compensate for his helplessness he lacked nothing.
We sailed for New York and were met at landing
by my brother Charles, who told me of the death of
our mother, two weeks before. Her last wish had
been for my coming, and to be able to embrace our
little Lisa, her namesake. I had not seen her for
seven years.

I had made preparations while in London for the
publication of a volume of photographs of the Acro-
polis of Athens, and, when I had left the children
with their mother's parents, I returned to London
for a few weeks, to superintend the production of it.
The American medical man called in to treat Eussie
proved as great a quack as the Greek, and his case
grew worse. Finally he was sent to the hospital,
from which he was, after a long treatment, sent back
as incurable, and I was told that probably all I could
do for him henceforward was to make death as easy
as it might be.

The Acropolis book, published privately, cleared
for me about $1000. Moreover, difficulties had
arisen over the will of my brother, with which none
of the parties interested were contented, and so, by
a compromise, the family received a part, of which,
after the deduction of my drafts from Rome, ac-
cepted before his death, there came to me $500.
Hence I was, after my straits, at comparative ease for
the moment. One of the most generous friends my
vagabond past had given me, the late J. M. Forbes
of Boston, gave me a commission for a landscape,
and I returned to my painting, living in a tent in thesfy his pas-
